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What Happened to Lo
The many passengers on this train,

peril they were in from the time the ii
who was on the train, graphically desci

It is. only fitting that a more wonderful,true railroad story than any ever inventedshould be reported for the Journal
by the author of "The General Manager's
Story" and "On Many Seas."
Journal readers need no introduction

to Herbert Elliott Hamblen, sailor, engineerand literary genius, who here tells,
nst tin nther famous writer in the world
could tell it.since no other famous writer
in the world has Mr. Hamblen's knowledgeof locomotives.the story of how a

half-wrecked engine.an engine with a

broken axle.saved a trainload of passengersfrom destruction by mechanically
turning on its own brakes.

Fifteen years a sailor, fifteen years a

railroad man. and now enjoying the first
fruits of literary fame, Herbert Elliott

Hamblen is well equipped for the work

of a reporter, and the Journal has pleasurein presenting to its readers the result

of his fi rst "assignment

By H. E. Hamblen.
The ltoyai Blue Line flyer, due at Liberty

street at 7:30 Monday evening, came

limping in behind a freight engine over an
rivu. A.I.U4-ArvAil r»0««2Pllfrf»rS wero

Hour late. iue hiduicucu .~wellpleased, however, to arrive alive and

with whole bones, for one of those unpreventableaccidents which sometimes happen
on a railroad in spite of the utmost precautionsof a perfectly organized corps of

trained experts had held them in the fierce

grip of the terror of death for a few awful
minutes.
Engine Xo. 384, an American passenger

locomotive.which is to say a specimen of

the perfected mechanical skill of this end of

the century.was a magnificent sight as she
stood panting gently at the head of the

train in Philadelphia yesterday afternoon.
She combined in her make-up the cardinal
mechanical virtues, "strength and beauty."
Under the keen supervision of the master

mechanic's deputy.the round-house foreman.thecompany's machinists had made
hbr fit to hnul her precious human freight
at any rate of speed obtainable. Humble,
but lynx-eyed wipers had cleaned and pol

. , I.U -J. 1 V,I.I.. rnwhi.nlurri
isneu every uji ui ut-i

scanning it carefully for defect, the re-

porting of which should bring them preferment,for the daily routine of sending out
the flyer's engine never becomes monoto
Botis or humdrum.
After these, the engineer, he who knew

her as no one else; he who remembered
the exact dot when she broke an eccentric
stop two years ago, and could give you
a scientific explanation of why an oil cup
unexpectedly stopped feeding .and caused
a crank pin to heat one day last Summer;the man who would recognize any
nut or bolt of her if he saw it in the
scrap pile; and, more yet. who knew all
her little foibles and peculiarities on the
road; got under her. His life, as well
as those of his passengers, would depend
on her faithful performance of her task,
and you may be sure that she received a

rigid inspection from her master.
He brought the experience of years to

bear in ferreting out hidden flaws that
might have escaped all others. And when
he crawled from under her with his hammer,wrenches and oil can, and pronounced
her all right, it is safe to assume that no

discoverable flaw existed. Every bolt was
in place, every nut firmly screwed up,
springs, spring-hangers, wedges and wedgebolts.links and eccentrics, and their gear,
everything, was as fit as a fiddle. When
he climbed back In his cab to await the

-_i .. i I. . l,./l,ln.Kto
conductor s hkubi, w " >>* »« "«»<;

of her than of his own existence. And yet
the flaw was there! O~OneFlaw There Was
The lightning-like reciprocating motion of

the heavy parts, maintained for days and
weeks and years under the most adverse
conditions to which machinery is ever subjected,had discovered in the complex
mechanism one weak spot.only one, but
one too many.
Away back in some Pennsylvania rolling

mill the particles in one bar of steel of the
many thousands turned out. failed of absoiutaJii*perfect cohesion. Xhe defect was so

cioua or oust enveloping rue writaingi
monster that was dragging them.where";
After the side rods broke, the engineer's

brake valve was unapproachable. He had
a chance.one in a hundred, or less.
to get her shut off before they should
break To attempt to enter that mane of
whirling steel flails would be to commit
urn vailing suicide now. but a lucky side
swipe, or possibly a bit of detached, flying
metal, ruptured some part ot .'to train pipe,
the brakes set automatically, and the train
was saved.
A handy freight engine replaced the uu

fortunate 384, and a trainload of passengers1
arrived unhurt.

Cercle Francals «lo rifnrnionio Ball,
Madison Sq, Ctarden, to-night, Ballet at 11:30. * J,

#

engineer of 384 replied to the conductor s
signal with a light jerk of the throttle
lever. The hissing from the cylinder cocks
gave ocular proof of the pressure of the
chained giant.steam.within the ponderous
boiler. Slowly at first the big drivers beginto revolve, slipping a little in petulant
haste to be off, but the engineer humors his
great pet, and she steadies down to a stntely,dignified pace as she walks the Royal
Blue line regally out of the depot.
Once clear of the yard, he "pulls 'er out"

and "cuts 'er back," and performs all the
little tricks of "fine running" known to the
fraternity, for the "Royal Blue" is a train
with a record, and a name that is more
than continental. It -doesn't come to one
engineer in many thousands to sit on the
right side of a "locomotive hauling such a
train. Consequently you may know that
his presence in that cab is a certificate of
both character and qualification, and you
can resign yourself to the upholstered luxuriesof your Royal Blue car in full confidencethat you will be cared for by the
very best of talent. Bar accident.that
unknown quantity.you are safe.
Right here it may not be amiss to state

that the management.those austere, elderlygentlemen whose principal function
seems to be to sit in judgment on unfor-'
tunate employes.firmly deny the existence

ana .184 drew the prize.
For how long it rendered faithful service

I do not know, but that it was to all appearanceperfect at 4 o'clock yesterday
afternoon I do know as well as though I
had inspected It tnyself. Yet all this time
the disintegrating process had been going
on. It is interesting to think of the thousands,if not millions, of blows.so called
.that this axle withstood, giving no sign;
yet each accomplished its minute portion
of the final rupture. To the lay mind a
bar of steel is broken by bending it back
and forth until the strained fibre giv:>s
way, but here is one supported in hearingsclose to the wheels on which it rests, givingabsolutely no chance for any deflection.
It is also revolving rapidly, which further
tends to render even the slightest bendingimpossible, as the direction of the
strain is continually shifting, yet these
heavy axles suap.sometimes.like a dry
stick.
What an object lesson of the power exertedby the locomotive that glides with

such apparent ease over the shining rails!
With 110 more thought of danger than

when sitting at his own dinner table, the

comotive No. 384, Fulling the F
which was tearing along at the rate of tifty
ron rod broke until the huge locomotive was
ribcs the accident for the Journal.

slight that the severe tests demanded in
the trade failed to reveal it. but it was
there. Having passed its examination with
honor it became in time a locomotive axle
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; THE ESCAPE OF THIS
RAIN FROM DISASTER.

And Herbert Elliott Hamblen,
the Novelist, Was

oh Board.
i

HERE IS HIS STORY OF IT.

Passengers on the Royal Blue
Line L;ttle Knew How Close

Death Was,

50 MILES AN HOUR, AND A BREAK.;
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'oyal Blue Line Fiyer,
miles an hour, little realized the awful
reined in. H. E. Hamblen, the novelist.

turned accurately true and round, in the
lathe, and the rails have been sighted and
tamped until they present as nearly perfect
planes as it is humanly possible to make
them. Yet. at the terrific gait at which
she sped by Fanwood, the imperceptible
inequalities of tires and rails succeeded
each other with such rapidity that they
Eroduced the impression of a wagon driven
urr'erly over a ploughed field.
It was when at the top notch of her

speed.not ah inch less than fifty miles an
hour.when engineer and fireman were confrrntiilflt imr thpmsplvps thnf ntrflin thpv hnrl
"(lone 't," and when old travellers glanced
np from magazines and newspapers at the
spinning kaleidoscope through the window,
that the crash came.
The defective axle had received its last,

finishing blow. Like a pipe stem it snapped.;
and the monster engine like a wounded
deer went suddenly and disastrously lame,

Just What Mad Happened.
The driving wheels of a locomotive re-1

ceive their power by means of a connect-;
lug rod from the crosshead to the crank
pin. The cross head is actuated by the pistonrod. which is connected, so to speak, to
its other side. But the main rods, as rail-;
road men term the connecting rods, oper-!
ate only one pair of driving wheels. As|
the adhesion of the infinitely small surface
of the tires of one pair of wheels which
are in contact with the rails, would be insufficientto move the train, other pairs
of wheels are added.
American locomotives have from two to

four pairs of drivers. To transfer power
to these auxiliary wheels, they are connectedto the crank pins of the main driversby rods the other ends of which are
connected to their own crank pins.
Without going too far into details It

mav l>e sufficient to say that a very
slight displacement in the alignment of
an engine will bring a breaking strain on
one or the other of these side rods, as

the.v are called. It is an axiom on the:
locomotive that when one side rod breaks
its partner on the other side of the engine
will soon follow suit. As each of the
broken ends remains fast to the whirling!
crank pin, there are several results to be
expected.
Being placed directly- beneath llic cab.

they usually strip it.that is, tiog it and
its contents, the engineer and fireman,
into kindling and similar debris. Some-
times .'in end will hit a suftictentiv solid
tie or bridge beam to enabl" It to lift her,
crutch-like, from the rail. Then, of course,
she is at liberty to pursue whatever er-
ratlc course surrounding obstacles will pcr-|
111 it.
When the axle broke 011 the .'184 the engineerwas leaning contentedly out tiiojwindow, "squinting up the line." His.

hand rested lightly 011 the throttle.from
force of habit.as he had no intention of
moving it, either in or out, for some time
yet.

She Heeled Like a Ship.
Without, a single click of warning, she

heeled almost to the capsizing point, and as
he was flung violently away from tlie window,and the throttle, he heard the "hell
let- loose unuer ner, mat oetoKens a
breakdown when running:. Back she rolled
again, and as he climbed into the reeling:
eab to shut her off, his face was blanched
with fear of broken side rods. He knew
that would be next, and that his chances
in the cab when that happened would be
zero. Vet he went where duty called, with
no applauding audience to cheer him on,
and while the passengers were bumping
their noses in each other's backs, and wonderingat the jerky manner in which their
train was slowing up, the engineer in the
cab stood in the valley of the shadow of
an awful death, with his hand on the
throttle.
His good luck stood by him for once.

He got her shut off before the side rods
let go, and was fortunate enough to escape
with his life. But still the pistens were
going through their motion, as the rolling
engine turned her wheels with scarcely
diminished speed
At any movement the twisting steel and

iron under bar might assume a form that
would throw her off the track. The passengers,aware now that there was sc'nethingwrong, thrust frightened faces out
of windows and gazed in terror at the

ucuiuiiy ivnuiiuie man in ueing oiesseu
with such an able coadjutor.
The engineer, with the caution born of

long experience and many- disappointments)
pulled per out carefully, so as not to "turn
the fire bottom up" by slipping, and so de-
prive himself of the last few vital pounds
of pressure which make all the difference
between success and failure on a long,
hard pull like this.
I/ke the belle of the bill, leading the

grand march, the stately engine dragged
the long, blue, comet-like tail from the
station. As the exhaust comes in shorter
and sharper puffs, telling of rapidly increasingspeed, the engineer gradually.so
as not to interfere with it for a second.
cuts back his reverse lever ind works his
throttle slowly out. As the sjeed increases
the great engine rolls and tounds like a
racer under restraint. The wheels are

\

or anything so intangible as an accident.
To admit it would be to impeach their abilities,for have they not provided against all
possible contingencies? Surely! Therefore,
so-called accidents are due entirely to some
one's carelessness, which, of course, is easilyrectified by the prompt discharge of the
offender and the recording of a large and
severe black mark against his name. While
this may work an injury to him, the managementis exonerated, which is a good
thing for managements.

A Burst of Speed.
As it is a capital crime for a train to run

ahead of time, and as the time of leaving
n a.v Bullions it gui tnitu entirely oy 1110

amount of work to bo done after arriving
at them, the chronic condition is "a little
late." This makes it particularly interestingfor engineers on flyers, on whose brains
there is ever a mental photograph of the
objective terminal, where it is good for
their official health to arrive on time. That
lis why they are always figuring ahead 011 a
good place to "ketch up a couple o' min-;
utes."

This, as usual, was the state of affairsonthe Royal Blue Line when it pulled
out of Plainfleld yesterday afternoon. There
was a straight, clear track to Elizabeth,
where they usually depended on regaining
the few minutes unavoidably lost up to
that poiut. Both the engineer and fireman
knew the work that was cut out for them
there, and, being veterans each In his own
particular line, they were ready for it. The
fireman had her "loaded for bear," with
a fire that would have roasted an ox to a
turn in record time. He knew he was all
right, and he regarded his chief as a par-

gave my own special attention to it.
For about a week we used it and not
one of the family knew but. what they
were drinking the best coffee. When
I finally told them that it was Postum.
uiy, husband laughed and said. "Let us
continue on the Postum. I have been
feeling very much better for the pastweek and didn't know exactly why."The difference in the whole family is
very marked, and you can imagine I
can recommend Postum with good
grace and much pleasure. Mrs. Alice
E. Scarlett, Yolo Co., Cai. j

DKimue sireer. i'he picture used waswhat is known as a "stock cut," takenfrom a patent medicine advertisement.The Journal gives a correct picture of thehouse as it really is. It was taken by njJournal photographer yesterday afternoon.Thus it will be seen that the case of)Horny Handed Millionaires' T'nion No. 1rests op a bogus picture and an interview!with a man who died twenty-one years ago.
Clieese Coke and Beer Kill a Balte.

Two-year-old Rose Glaser, a victim of ptomainepoisoning, was buried in Woodland Cemetery, Newark,yesterday. She was the daughter of Matthiasand Kmma Glaser. of No. 198% McWharter street.On Saturday night she ate freely of cheese cakeand drank some beer. She fell sick in the nightand six hours later died, despite medical efforts tosave her.

A SEASIDE EXPERIENCE.
Little Quiet Joke on the Family.While we were at the seaside lastSummer, I sprung a little experiment
oil my family. I noticed that husbandand children were all lacking in
energy and go, and something seemed
wrong with them.
We had been using coffee everymorning, and it gradually dawned

upon me that perhaps this was the
cause.
Without saying anything, I bought a

package of the Postum Food Coffee,
and having been warned to look out
and see that it was properly made, I

which the Tax Department is oppressingthe poor, the Horny Handed Millionaires'
Union No. 1, formed to protest against anytaxes being levied on the Pulitzer Building.were not very fortunate. They huntedlong and laboriously over the tax recordbefore they unearthed Mrs. Waldman, and
even after digging up her long dead husbandand making him cry over the increasein ids taxes, and over the taxes of thePulitzer Building, they made a very poorshowing. Of the total assessment increase
on Manhattan Borough real estate, Mrs.Waldman. who is a worthy, though small,capitalist, bears just 1-307.000 part.The World printed what it declared was
a picture of Mrs. Waldman's house. No.

the wasbtub when the reporter tor tne
World called. When a Journal reporter
visited her yesterday, Mrs. Waldman was
not bending over tne washtfub, but most
of the other women tenants in the house
were. Some of them were earning money
with which to pay rent to Mrs. Waldman.
"This assessment is outrageous," said

Mrs. Waldman. "I cannot account for it
by any other reason than that some enemy
of mlue has a pull with the Tax Department.I must raise nearly $80 more to pay
the taxes this year than I did last. That
means about $1.50 a week. I am afraid
that I shall have to go to the poor house."!
Mrs. Waldman's tenants admit that they|have a good landlady, but they do not!

sympathize with her in the least. They(regard her in the light of a very wealthy)
person. She is certainly many hundred
times richer than her tenants, although
she d-oes not have to work nearly so hard.
Was i< Futile Search of the Records.
In selecting the case of Mrs. Waldman as1

a pitiful sample of the ruthless manner in

have to pay for tne rent of ner own noor
if she were not a property owner it appears
tnat she has about $1,000 a year clear.
which represents an interest of more than
10 per cent upon her capital, which is not
doing badly in these days.
Horny Handed Millionaires' Union Mo. 1.

formed to protest against any taxes being
collected on the Pulitzer Building, wishes
1o make the case of Mrs. Waldman as patheticas possible. Her husband died twentyone years ago, and has been buried some
time, vet the World ruthlessly removed him
from nis cemetery and propped him up in

Mrs. Waidman's apartments, describing
him as a very sick man, and intimating that
his sickness had been greatly aggravated
by the large amount that was being collectedfrom them by the Tax Department.
"What shall I do? wailed Mrs. Waldman

to the World reporter when the matter of
Increased taxes was brought up. "My husbandis old and sick and cannot work.
Every minute of my time :s taken up in
looking after him and the house. We have
to live very frugally to make both ends
meet now."

Only Tenants Ply W'ashhibs.
To make the thing more pathetic, Mrs.

Waldman was described as bending over

now .jiu.iw, iimi ai Luc iui ru.it* ui .p_.trj
she will have to pay upon it a total of
$250, which is $70.00 more than she paid
last year. The value of the building is
modestly stated at $14,000. although yesterdayafternoon Mrs. Waldman refused to sell
it to a Journal reporter for $15,000.

Yields $1,000 a Year Income.
The gross income from the property is not

less than $1,400 a year, not counting the
floor on which Mrs- Waldman lives and
which she occupies rent free. In addition
to that floor there are four other apartmentsand a valuable store. After deductingthe taxes, Mrs. Waldman will have
$1,150 left our of which to pay water rents.
insurance and repairs. Assuming that these
are not greater than the price she would

owner of a $14,000 building in Broome
street. In 1898 this was valued at $0,000,
and she paid upon it a tax of $180.5)0. This
year, of the $307,000,000 extra tax assessmentin Manhattan Borough, the tax departmenthas only placed $1,000 upon Mrs.
Waldman's property. They say it is worth

"'MIL1
Mrs. Waldman's Hard Task
to Supporta Husband Dead

Twenty-one Years.

STARVE ON $1,000 A YEAR?

The Truth About the Case of
Aileged Oppression by Unjust

Levy in Broome Street.

ONLY TENANTS AT WASH TUBS.

The Journal Exposes the Latest Attack
Upon the Assessment Which

Troubles theMillionaires.
The walking delegate of Horny-Handed

Millionaires' Union Xo. 1, Formed to ProtestAgainst any Taxes Being Levied Upon
tlie Pulitzer Building, after great search
has discovered a case which he declares
shows that the taxes of the poor have
been outrageously raised.
This is put forward in black faced type

as an argument against the new tax assessmentwhich the Journal has proved falls
only upon the overworked millionaires
whose hard-earned savings wrung from
lives of speculative toil are invested in
twenty and thirty-story ofrtce buildings.
Tlie case referred to is that of Mrs. JennieWaldman, who owns a three-story building,Xo. 251 Broome street. According to

the "World, which weeps over Mts. Waldman'scnse, she is eking out a wretched
existence which she derives frnm beinir the

UNITED IN BOND OF MARRIAGEAS WELL AS
Ernest Temple Hargrove, Foe
of Mrs, Tingley, Wins Miss

Neresheimer's Hand,

HIS FAULT IS FORGIVEN.
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Angel and Diss
Miss Aiinee V. T. Neresheimer, (laughter!

of E. August Xereshelmer, was married at

Flushing, L. I., yesterday, in the Church
of the Holy Apostles, to Ernest Temple
Hargrove. On the black sleeve of his arm
her slender fingers were rays of pink light.
Her forehead was at the height of his
lips. He was grave. In the pews, in the
aisles, were affectionate looks, admiring
glances, happy smiles of friends, relatives,
servants, strangers. They said that she
was a demure convent girl; he a studious,
youthful man of the world. They did not
all know the moral strength that is in
Hargrove and his wife.

Chapter I.
These two young persons, devoutly in

love, raised a barrier stronger than any
citadel between themselves fifteen months
ago. He was president of the Theosopliical
Society, he had gone around the world in
a crusade with Mrs. Katherine A. Tingioy
and others, and he had returned to oppose;
her with all the strength that he had given
in faithfulness to the cult of which she is!
a priestess.
His opposition imperilled the TheosophicalSociety, but it did a harm much graver

than that' in Miss Neresheimer's view. It
grieved her father, it offended her mother,
it made Hargrove's place at the family
councils impossible. He would have to resignthe presidency of the Theosophical
Society, to cause scandal, to provoke railleryagainst it. Her parents would not
permit her to marry him. She would returnto the Villa Marie Institute in
Montreal. There would be an ocean betweenthem.
She said, "I gave you my heart, but that

was a figure of rhetoric. I cannot love you
if you cannot be deferent to my father's
wish about the society. Now, all that you
have to do In order that we may be happy
is not to write a certain circular letter
about Mrs. Tingley that is in your mind."
He replied:
"Ask me for all the vessels that have

been sunk in all the harbors; I wild get
them for you. Ask me to bring to you In
a jewel casket made of a single ruby, the
five pearls that the iron-beaked dove wore'

Insurance.
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LIABILITIES: Value of outstanding
Value of Dividend Ei
Other Liabilities

SURPLUS on basis of Assets admitte
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Total
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Total
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The present value of Def
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No. 256 Broadway, New York.
January 1st, 1899.
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fY-NINTH ANNUAL STATEM

1 ueuouyu^ is u x v* in ut- auiuuii£cu uj> xuaptersto accept a personal pledge of obediencefrom any member under any circumstances."
Mr. Hargrove wrote, also, a letter to

Mrs. Tlngley. saying: "You have ceased to
be the head of the Esoteric School of Theosophy,"and E. August Xeresheimer, replying.said, "Only the feeling of true
brotherhood, of true love toward humanity
aroused in the soul of some one strong
enough to stem this tide, can carry us

through."
These were the darkest days of Theoso-1

pliy. Hargrove had caused the darkness,
and in her Canadian seclusion Miss Xeresheimeitried not to grieve at the loss of
Hargrove's love. "You know," said one of
her good friends, in order to console her,
"that he is emphatic about things that do
not require emphasis. It is a Spanish
fault, but the Spaniards wear it gratefully,
like the folds of their capes. Hargrove is

Insurance.

Master, is hereby notified that a pledge
so taken is In 110 way binding, seeing that
It was taken in Ignorance of the facts.

"If the Higher Self has been invoked as
a witness of a pledge, it is binding for life,
if that pledge has been approved by the
Higher Self, but not otherwise.
"The Masters do not consider members of

the Esoteric School of Theosoph.v to be
bound by any alleged pledge, which has
been given under an honest misapprehension
of the facts; which has been obtained by
undue influence, or which is in any respect
contrary in its letter or in its spirit to the
truth, to the generally accepted moral law
or to the law of the land.
"No officer of the Esoteric School of

, a§»5==^^ 'give /ae/ay romeo,an d,y
I TAKE HI/A AHD CUT Ml/A
r and he will /aake them
; thatalltheworldwill
t ahd pay moworshipto u

f ++++>~f*++<H-++++>
enter of the Theosophists W*
in the form of a star: ask that I cull for
yoy every day for six months a 5-cent
hunch of violets. These things are impossible,I will do them. But 1 cannot refrain
from writing that circular."
He wrote the circular, resigned from the

presidency of the Theosophical Society,
caused scandal and raillery, returned to
London. Miss Neresheimer went back to
the Villa Marie Institute in Montreal.

Chapter II.
It was a vicious circular letter. It said:

"Any- member of the Esoteric school of theosophywho has taken a pledge to Mrs. Tingleypersonally, or to Mrs. Tingley in some allegedrepresentative character, on the suppositionthat the taking of such a pledge
n-oe rl i rootlx' ai» in/IlrApHv onnVAVhH hv t Tl

BOND OF T
|
t <riS,

. ot A

HEOSOPHY.
i
I

/ . I(/ -

,4'i :
jST W1 f +

^

/MFV/ HP T nrp f ~Z-
into little -sta&.5. ]
c&ofheave-n *5orjne / X
be in love with night \
^e gap1sh day." } X

sSAVKNg^REAPg-. <>

10 Are United.
an Englishman." Miss Nereslieimer wrote
to her mother that she loved Ernest Temple
Hargrove In spte of everything.

Chapter III.
Mrs. E. August Neresheinier is intensely

kind. In Bayside, L. I., where her palace
Is. and for leagues aromul It, slip is My
Lady Bountiful. All the gravest acts of
charity are hers, ghe gives money, good
reasons and her heart. She goes to the
cold rooms of the destitute and enchants
them.
Mrs. Xeresheinier's faith is encouraging.

"If I do my work well. I may not be compelledto return to this earth again, and try
and try again for centuries. 1 must aim at
being perfect, and perfection implies charityas the most valuable theological virtue.
What I do is in the simplest selfishness."
In her kind point of view Hargrove was

not to be punished. He was young, impulsive.obstinate: but he was absolutely sincere.He was wrong in attacking Mrs.
Tingley. since it amused the enemies of
Theosoph.v; but there was no wisdom in
condemning him forever. Mrs. Neresheimer
knew not why hey daughter should cease to
love Hargrove. Being sure of his devotion,
her daughter should applaud his moral eour- '

age in sacrificing his happiness to a principle.Only the skeptical would say. "How
foolish Hargrove is. He wrote a circular
letter and lost a beautiful bride."
Ernest Temple Hargrove is the son of

James Sidney Hargrove, a famous solicitor
of London. The young man is a barrister.
He was educated at Harrow. He has visitedAustralia, Tasmania. New Zealand. Indiaand many other lands that are not commonplace.He was secretary of the TbeosophicaloSciety iu London in 18111, ai\d was
at tin deathbed of W. Q. Judge. Judge
has told him his secrets. Hargrove lias the
air of his responsibilities that are mystic
and very moral.
He writes well: he talks interestingly. It

is true that he seems to emphasize things
that do not require emphasis, but his critics
in that regard know not always his afterthoughts.They are voluminous. He explainsthe art of Puvls de Chavannes. with
those afterthoughts, admirably. Hargrove
says: "Ptivis de Chavannes paints men and
women as their higher natures are." That
Is-clarifyingi ..

Mr. and Mrs. Hargrove are not less happythan they would have been If they had
not learned that there are tribulations even
in Theosophy.
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